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the white man is not going to know what has happened to him.
All those wonderful things that fill the Store are to be theirs for
a few foxes. What can the white man want with foxes? In the
igloo, a fox-skin will do as a clout, but even to wipe things with,
the ptarmigan makes a better rag. It isn't possible that the
white man should have so many things that need wiping!
One by one, like Arabs into a mosque, they file into the Store,
wives and children at their heels. And though they have been
inside before, each time that they see these treasures they stand
stock-still, silent, stunned. The Manager's house, the igloo-pak,
is wonderful enough; but it is nothing beside the Store. To
people for whom a rusted file is a treasure— Amundsen speaks
of Eskimos travelling six hundred miles to get a few nails — this
is the holy of holies. Here are whole boxes of nails, whole rows
of iron files. They raise their heads and see fifty tea-kettles
hanging from the ceiling almost within reach. Dazed, excited,
they look at one another. The notion that thanks to a few tufts
of frozen fur they are going to possess these gleaming treasures
is too much for them. It sends them off into brief gusts of
nervous laughter. And what an amazing being this white man
is! Not only does he have all these pots and kettles that you see,
but every year a new lot arrives. He must have, buried in his
distant country, immense caches of pots and kettles. And the
calico! And the tins of tobacco standing in rows on the shelves
like divinities, motionless and magnificent!
Meanwhile the white man has gone round back of the counter
and is examining his books. Virtually all of these Eskimos are
in debt to him, and he smiles from his side the counter as if he
expected that old debts were now about to be paid off and new
ones contracted.
The first Eskimo, the most important among them, comes
forward. He is impressed. He had forgotten the magnificence
of the Store, and although it had been discussed again and again
in the igloo, the reality is much more dazzling than all that had
been remembered or imagined. He sets down a sack upon the
floor, and as he unties the knot the room is filled with murmured

